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The Music in Me 
Muggle AU ! 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Fear is not made by things that go bumps in the 
night . <em> 

_Fear is crafted, shaped a€" created. _ 

_It is a symphony. _ 

_With only one true composer. _ 

_Every great concerto desires an audience. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Act l<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The thin, narrow, driveway was lit only by what was left of the 
lingering rays of sunlight as they clashed against the dark branches 
of the evergreens. The old Victorian styled house sat lonely within 
the trees, not a light flittering from window to window. <p> 

Not a light at all. 

"God, what a ghostly house." A male voice remarked, leaning forward 
against the frame of the door, nose pressed against the glass. "You 
sure this is the right house? Number 5 creepy woods way." Silence. 



"We aren't really staying here all weekend, are we?" 

"Scared?" A female teased, her knuckles wrapping on the door, whose 
white paint seemed grey in the light. 

"Yes, you know how I hatea€ i " 

Swinging back with a slow, unnerving creak, the door moved until the 
entire room was open before them a€" shrouded in darkness. 

"Oh come one!" he barked, gesturing to the doorway. 

"It's an old house Ron," the girl remarked, "And they said they would 
leave it open for us." 

"Yeah, nothing better than a dark, scary house to spend the weekend 
having sex a€"ow!" he groaned, "What was that for?" 

"For saying something like that. We are here for work, Ron." she 
commented, moving past him through the frame; the heavy bags on her 
shoulders sending out a dull thud as they touched the walls. Feeling 
her fingers along a wall, she flipped the first light switch she 
felt, and light flooded the room, causing her to let out the breathe 
she had been holding. "Wow." She murmered, "a€|look at all this 
stuff . " 

Antique furniture, straight out of the era in which the house was 
built, was scattered throughout the room; white sheets clung to each 
piece. Even the mirrors had a veil to block out the darkness. 

"Looks like my Aunt Muriel lives here." He huffed, carting the bags 
in a€" placing them down gingerly. "But at least it looks 
clean . " 

"Strange." She muttered, placing the bags down, running her fingers 
across a nearby white cover. "There's no trace of dust at all." 

"So it's ghost who likes cleaning," Ron chuckled, "Does this mean we 
can go home now Hermione?" 

"Hardly." She smiled, tying her wayward curls back. "Now lets get the 
rest of the equipment out of the car." 

"You do know that none of this stuff will actually _show_ us a ghost, 
right?" he asked, hands on his hips. 

"This house is supposed to be one of the most haunted houses of the 
area." Hermione explained, jumping as her phone soundly blasted out 
the latest Drake tune. "Hello?" 

Sighing, Ron turned and headed for the four door sedan. Inside was an 
array of instruments, gauges and camera for their "hunting" 
expedition. Leave it to the host of a popular television show to buy 
a series called a€" _Terrors of the Night_. It was fully dark now, or 
he guessed it was a€" no light peeked through the trees a€" and the 
soft light of car interior made him shiver. From inside he could hear 
her talking. 

"Yeah, we just arrived. I have to hand it to you Harry, I don't know 
how you found this place, " she was saying, not caring about the level 



of her voice, it was the middle of know where after all. "But it is 
just as creepy as you described in your email." 


The soft, overhead, car light flickered a€" buzzing a€" making him 
turn his eyes to the front window where something blurry caught his 
attention. "Hermione?" he called, pulling his head out of the car to 
look around. 

"What are you talking about? You sent me the email last week, when I 
got back from Virginia from that civil war cemetery shoot." 

_She ' s still inside_, he thought, _weird, I could have sworna€|_ 

A chill suddenly wafted over him, as if an icy set of fingers had run 
across the back of his neck. Turning quickly, he felt his heart start 
to pulse in his ears as the hairs on his body stood like soldiers in 
salute. It was as if someone was watching him. 

"Hermione?" he called, glancing her way. She waved at him, still on 
the phone . 

"You probably just don't remember it from all the jet lag. Anyway, I 
looked it up a€" it was a great reputation as a ghost house. We'll 
stay the night and drive back tomorrow." She giggled, "Don't worry, 
everything will be fine. Hey, I have to go help Ron carry in the rest 
of the bags. Chat tomorrow, by!" Popping the Iphone into her back 
pocket, she jogged out, taking in his bewildered expression. "Seen a 
ghost ? " 

"I don't know." he replied, shaken. "I thoughtaC i I thought I saw a 
person . " 

"For someone who wasn't freaked out by any of the famous slasher 
movies, you seem pretty pale." her eyes travelled to his nose where, 
even in the faint light, a cluster of pimples sat like a red clown 
nose. His whole face was scattered with them. Adult achne, they 
called it; but really it was the copious amounts of pizza and beer he 
consumed with his brothers. _Was I ever into that in highschool?_ 
"It's not like Freddy Krueger is going to leap out from the shadows 
and get you, Ron." 

"Right, probably just a deer." he mumbled, picking up the bags she 
couldn't grab herself. "A really cold deer." 

"What did you say?" she asked, tilting her head as she pause don the 
steps . 

"Just, asking if you had the car keys." 

"Yep." she grinned, "Come one, lets get set up." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>The chorus rises<em> 
_With voices of paramount sound 
_The devil within us_ 


Makes not a sound 



_He ' s too busy listening as the chorus abounds. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Act 2<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Everything good upstairs?" she asked, looking up from where she 
crouched, adjusting the camera mounted on the tripod in the corner. 
"Ron?" She was sure she had heard something moving above her. 

Hermione had never believe in ghosts as a child so it was horribly 
ironic that she now made a living hunting the undead. "You alive up 
there? One thud for no, two thuds for yes." she 
called . <p> 

Silence . 

Standing slowly, Hermione moved along the wall, coming to pause by 
the large old window a€" waiting for his reply. "This isn't funny 
Ronald." Pursing her lips and crossing her arms, Hermione leaned 
against the glass absent mindedly. She knew Ron hated these trips, it 
preyed on fears both of them had. Ron was claustrophobic, stemming 
from an incident when his older brothers had trapped him in a well on 
a trip to his aunt's farm, he hadn't quite been the same after that. 
She, on the other hand, was terrified of the bogyman. 

A boogyman who played merry go round music. 

Lucky for her, she had outgrown being a child. 

The house suddenly went dark as every light sparked and burst above 
her, making her jump. The stink of burnt wiring filled the room; 
making her scrunch her her nose in dismay. With a groan she placed 
her head against the glass, taking a moment to welcome the silence. 

"I hate old houses." 

Something smacked the glass in front of her. Through the condensation 
and darkness, she couldn't make out what it was. _Probably a bird._ 
Leaning forward, she narrowed her eyes and reached out a hand to 
clean a section on the window. Still nothing. Shifting closer, her 
nose almost pressed against the glass, squinting to get a 
glance . 

Music started playing upstairs, so softly she didn't notice it as she 
placed her hands on the glass like a child looking into a 
shop . 

Something was out there. 

Blurry . 

Human . 

_I sound like Ron,_ she thought with a smile. 

Something moved, just as she was about to pull away, which made her 
freeze . 



_What was that?_ 

Pressing her hands back to the window, the glass fogging as her 
breathe shuddered against it, eyes darting back and forth 
unt ila€ ! . . 

UntilaC! .a pair of eyes met hers in the darkness, hollow. 

Close enough to see the white, ethereal quality of the skin. 

The wrinkles around the curve of the lips. 

Close enough to touch. 

And then suddenly this face was opposite hers in the window, pressed 
against the glass a€" eyes darker than the underworld staring through 
her. Hands pressing against the glass a€" matching her own. 

Flying backwards, her brain registered that it was her voice 
screaming; felt the air move around her as something hit the back of 
her knees. 

The lights suddenly flashed back on, rapid footsteps echoing. 
"Hermione! ?" he called, appearing beside her. "What's wrong?" 

She was panting. 

Shaking . 

Still staring at the window, she moved her chin. 

Ron took the cue and went over to the window, looking around before 
he chuckled. "A spider?" he asked, looking back over his shoulder. 
"Since when do you get freaked out by spiders?" 

"It wasn't a spider, Ron." she gasped, regaining control over her 
lungs. "There was a face, someone's outside." 

"Hermione, there's no one there." he replied, pointing at the spider 
on the window. "Just this." he chuckled, amused for a moment. "Or did 
you meet with a ghost?" 

She nodded slowly. 

It was a trick of the mind. 

"Hey, is there music playing?" she asked, looking toward the 
upstairs . 

"Oh, yah I heard it too. I thought you put it on." 

"Well, you were upstairs when it happened." she stated, returning her 
gaze to his face. 

"Mione, I was setting up the gauge in the kitchen." he replied, 
extending a hand to her. "Come on, let's check it out." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>The Finale<em> 



~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stairs led up, music hypnotizing; calling them closer. 

Closer . <p> 

Leading them to the master bedroom, with a large old sleigh bed that 
was right out of an era long since faded away on display. 

The door was wide open. 

Cobwebs graced the corners of the canopy while the faint smell of 
hydrangeas lingered on the outdated pillow sheets. 

There was an old gramophone sitting on a antique dresser, covered 
with a white sheet, a slow waltz being absorbed by the walls a€" for 
no living hands could clap for it. 

It sounded so solitary a€" so sad. 

He didn't know if anything had ever sounded so melancholy. 

Reaching for the light switch, he flicked it up a€" just as the 
needle scratched on the record. 


"At least the lights work." he muttered, gripping Hermione's hand as 
if his life depended on it. "Bloody hell, I thought the rest of the 
house was creepy." 

"This bedroom hasn't been cleaned in years." Hermione noted, staying 
firmly beside Ron a€" despite the overwhelming urge to investigate. 
Everything had layers of dust caked onto it a€" aside from the stark 
white sheets covering the furniture. 

"Soa€|" he mused, "Any guesses as to how this got here then?" 

"Urn." She whispered, eyes hastily scanning the room, a sharp stream 
of air sucked back through her lips as she saw what was lying on the 
bed. The suddenly feeling of oppression, the heavy weight of 
realization a€" much like the continual sound of the needle 
scratching the surface of the record. "Is thata€ | " her eyes fell on 
the trunk sitting neatly at the end of the bed, fear rising as she 
raised her finger to point at it. 


"Bloody hell." Ron whispered, feeling sick. 


Hair was still 
eyes unstaring 
visible in the 
roughly on the 


attached to what could only be described as a head, 
a€"open- the decaying sight of mascara and eye shadow 
light. Dark, deeper than blood, red lipstick was 
lips - smeared. Lips parted in a final scream. 


If only it had been attached to a body. 


As if on cue, the lights went out as a tune started playing 
throughout the house. 


A child's voice. 


Singing . 



_Three Blind Mice._ 

_Three Blind Mice._ 

And then, 

_Three Blind Mice. _ 

There was a bump in the night . 

_See how they run._ 

"We have to get out of here." she whispered, shaking in the darkness 
as she gripped his hand tighter than she ever believed herself 
capable of. He nodded in the dark, and they turned just as the flash 
from one of their cameras flooded the hallway. 

_See how they run._ 

They were not alone. 

Ron charged, the sudden coldness hit her skin like an unexpected 
slap, his figure moving in the darkness towards a barely visible 
enemy . 

_They all ran after the farmer's wife._ 

A glint of silver in the faint light of the moon. 

"Hermione, run!" 

Fueled by fear, she did as she was told a€" maneuvering past the 
struggle to reach the stairs, though her feet couldn't meet them. 

That feeling of being propelled through the air was nothing to the 
sickening cry she heard from above; a dull, yet squishy, sound echoed 
along with the song as it continued to play. 

_Who cut off their tails with a carving knife, _ 

Tears ran down her face as she sprinted for the door, whimpering when 
it the handle didn't turn. In fact, there wasn't a handle at all. In 
a fury she starting to hit the door with her fists. When it failed, 
she tried hitting the door with her hip, then taking a few steps back 
kicked it, until the door hinge reluctantly broke and it swung 
inwards . 

As she lunged for freedom, she screamed; metal piercing her eyes, 
fingers a€" flesh. She couldn't see but she knew what it was a€" 
wire; barbed wire. Barbed wire had been strung up outside the 
door . 

_Did you ever see such a sight in your life?_ 

Backing up, her throbbing fingers flew to her face a€" her eyes were 
screaming, outlasting her lungs as she felt fingers touch the back of 
her neck. Her lips opened in a scream, her instincts told her to 
fight; but the deep, drawling voice that whispered into her ear, 
paralyzed her. 


"Don't worry Mummy," the sharp blade of a bloody knife was raked 



across her cheek, the hand on her neck lowering; coming to rest on 
her abdomen. "I'm going to take great care of you." 


_As three blind mice?_ 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Silence does not mark the end, <em> 
_The darkness is your only friend. _ 

_One day you will come to see,_ 

_The beautiful side of me,_ 

_As you create a musical all your own._ 

End 
f ile . 



